


the Historic of King Lear. 

Enough, enough,and di cahat thing you fpeake of 
J tooke it tor a man, often would it fay ’ 

The fiend the fiend, he led me to that place 

Sfir Bare free & patient thoughtsjbitt who comes here 

The fafer fence will neare accomodate his maifler thus. 

Enter Lear mad. 

W K° they cannottouchmee for coyning.I am thekin* 
Edg. O thou fide pearemg fight. ° /Ki„S § 

Lear, Nature is. aboue Artinthat refpeft, ther'syourpretfe 
aK>ney,that fellow handles his bow like a crow-keeper, drwnie 
a clothier s yard, looke,looke a mowfe, peace, peace, this tolled 
cheefe will do itther s my gauntlet, ilc proue it on a gyant,brin! 
\P thc b "°wne-bUles,0 well flowne birdin che a yre,ha*h,<fiue 
the word. Edg, Sweet Margerum. ao 

Lear. Pafle. GloH. Iknowthatvoyce* 

Lear. Ha GonoriU, ha Regan, they flattered mee like a dogge, 
and tould me I had white haires in my beard, ere the black ones 
were there, to fay I and no toeuery thingl faide, Iandnotoe 
vyasno good diuinme, when the raine cameto wet me once, and 
the winde to make mee chatter, when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found them, there I fmelt them out, 
goe toe, they arenot men oftheir words, they told mee I was 
euery thing, tis a lye, I am not argue-proofe. 

CjloJt. The tricke of that voyce I doe vvell remember, iftnot 


the Kins;? 

o. 


L7 ^ 

Lear. I euer inch a King when I do flare* fee how the fubied 
/ quakes, I pardon that mans life $ whatw'as thy caufe, adultery? 

thou fhaltnot die for adulterie, no the wren g oes too t, and the 
7 final giulded file doeletcher in my fight ; let copulation thriuc, 
for Cjlo fiers baftardfon was kinder to his father then my daugh- 
7 ters got tweenc the lawfiill fheets ; toot luxuries#, melt, for I 
lacke fouldiers: behold yon fimpringdame vvhofe face between 
her forkes prefageth fnow, that minces vertue, and dqfhake the 
head hcare"of pleafures name; to fichewnorthe foyledhorfe 
goes toot with a more riotous appetite, down fro the waft tha’re 
centaures though women all aboue , but to the girdle doe the 
gods inherit, beneath is all the fiends, thers hell, thers darkneffe, 
ther’sthe fulphury pit, burning, fealding, flench, confutnatkm, 

fie, 



The Hiflorie of King Lear. 
fi fie fie pah, pah, Gi ue mee an ounce of Ciuet,_good A po- 
thocarie, to fweeten my i ma^^i,t herj money for thee. 

G loli OTHnicHaUe thatTiandi 

Lear. Here wipe it firft, it fmels of mortalitic. 

Glofi. O ruind peece of nature , this great world ihould fo 

weare out to naught, do you know me? 

Lear. I remember thy eyes well inough, dolt thou fquiny on 
me; no do thy word blind Cupid, ilenot loue, reade thou that 
challenge, marke the penning oft. 

Glofi. Were all the letters funnes I could not fee one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report, it is , and my heart 
breakes at it. Lear. Read, glofi. What ! with the cafe of eyes? 

Lear. O ho, are you th ere with me, no eyes in your head, nor 
no mony in your purfe, your eyes arein a heauie cafe,your purfe 
in a light, yet you fee how this worldgoes. 

Glofi. I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What art madf a man may fee how the world goes with 
no eyes, tooke with thy eares,fee howyonluftice nules vpon 
yon fimpletheefe, harkeinthy eare handy, dandy j y-bich is thc 
theefe, which is the luftice.thou haft feene a farmers dogge barke 
atabegger. I fir* 

Lear. And the creature runne from the cur,*there thou mightft 
behold the great image ofauthoritie, a dogge fobade in office; 
thou rafcall beadle hold thy bloudyhand, why doft thou lafh % 
that whore, ftrip thine ownebacke, thy bloud hotly lufts to vfe " 
her in that kind for which thou whipft her; the vfurer hangs the 
cofioner, through tatter ed raggs fm al vices doap_peare, robes & 
furd-gownesliines alf get thee glafle cy es, and like a feuruy po- 
lititian feeme to fee the things thou doeft not, no now pull off " 7 
mybootes, harder, harder, fo. 

£ig. O matterand impertinenciegmixt reafon inmadnefle, 

Lear. Ifthouwilcweepe my fortime take my eyes, I knowe 
thee well inough thy name is giofier , thou muft be patient, vve 
came crying hither, thou knoweft the firft time that we fmell the 
aire we wayl and cry,I will preach to thee marke me, 

Gofi. Alack alack the day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we crie that wee are come to this 
great ftageoffooles, this a good blocke. It werea delicate ftra- 
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